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regions, the handiworks of man were visible. The
aides of the gorge, though precipitous, were yellow
with little fields of barley, and we saw a hamlet
and church down in the prairie below, whilst
merry songs ascended to our ears from where the
mowers were toiling with their scythes, cutting
the luxuriant and abundant grass. I could scarcely
believe that I was in Spain, in general so brown,
so arid, and cheerless, and I almost fancied my-
self in Greece, in that land of ancient glory,
whose mountain and forest scenery Theocritus
has so well described.
At the bottom of the valley we entered a small
village, washed by the brook, which had nov*
swelled almost to a stream. A more romantic
situation I had never witnessed. It was sur-
rounded, and almost overhung, by mountains*
and embowered in trees of various kinds; waters
sounded, nightingales sang, and the cuckoo's full
note boomed from the distant branches, but the
village was miserable. The huts were built of
slate stbnejs, of which the neighbouring hills
seemed to be principally composed, and roofed
with the same, but not in the neat tidy manner of
English houses, for the slates were of all sizes,
and seemed to be flung on in confusion- We were
spent with heat and thirst, and sitting down on
a stone bench, I entreated a woman to give ttie
a little water* The woman said she would, but
added that she expected to be paid for it* Antonio,